VIII.,
Our hearts yearned toward him when we learned that now he only rose from his bed occasionally, and sat at the window to watch the setting sun. How we longed to see him, to say a cheering word, to tell him again how much we owed to him. And now, sight grows dim, hearing is dulled, conversation is a burden. And now he is gone. Lister is dead. Yet in our sigh of heartfelt sorrow there is a feeling of relief, for distress and weariness are past, and the long vigil ended. Yes ! happy the death when work is done.
It is interesting to note the various circumstances that determined the direction of Lister's studies and equipped him for his life work. 
